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	1. Chapter 1: New Recruit

_**DISCLAIMER**_

_**I do NOT own Halo and Red vs Blue. It belongs to Microsoft Studios and Rooster Teeth Productions respectively. I just own the plot.**_

_**As this is my first story, I welcome comments. Harsh ones also, but please be constructive. I'll try to improvise. HOPE YOU ENJOY!**_

* * *

><p><em><strong><span>New Recruit<span>**_

Dr. Catherine Halsey walked with an individual towards the pelican that would take him to the Paris-class frigate Mother of Invention. He was just wearing the tight black suit that the Spartans wear inside the MJOLNIR armor.

'Why exactly do I need to do this? Again?' He asked.

Halsey sighed and patted the individual in the back.

'Well, in order to get the SPARTAN program and the freelancer program to cooperate, Lord Admiral Hood handpicked you to do some freelancer things to cooperate with the lancers more. That way, Spartans and Freelancers have the chance to know each other.'

'Fuck you, Hood.' He mumbled.

Halsey pointed to the pelican on front of him and smiled. 'Have a nice trip.'

'Can I strangle the Director?' The individual asked hopefully. 'I hate this.'

'No.' Halsey said sternly.

He sighed and climbed aboard the pelican. 'Welcome, new recruit.' Four Seven Niner said, punching him lightly in the arm. 'You're early. You should be here one hour later. Glad I'm always early.'

'Whatever.' He said. 'Let's go. I don't care.'

He's got attitude. Four Seven Niner thought.

'Mother of Invention, this is Four Seven Niner, I got the new recruit, requesting permission to dock.' She said.

'This is Director Leonard Church, request accepted. Welcome, recruit, to project Freelancer.'

After letting the pilot singing so many random songs that even the individual with his spartan augmentations couldn't even count the number of them, he thought about his new teammates. What would they be like? He hoped they would be like any other spartan- aggressive, efficient, and cooperative. If they are a bunch of assholes, then he wouldn't mind to kill them all and destroy the ship, and spend more time on the current war with the remnants of the Covenant and probably the Forerunners.

'Here she is. The Mother of Invention.' The pilot said. 'You should enjoy the hanger. I always keep it neat and tidy.' Four Seven Niner climbed out of the Pelican and looked around. She raised her middle finger at the guy who was moving some crates.

'NOT HERE! THERE! Fuck you, moron, just put it back where you found it.' The marine groaned and lied on the crate in defeat. Four Seven Niner pressed a button on the wall and a pod with a suit of armor came into view. It's like his old MJOLNIR Mark VI armor, just in dark blue with white streaks.

'Here. Your new armor. It's a new one, so good luck with that.' Four Seven Niner said and the hatch opened up. He watched as the armor plates floated towards him and sliding perfectly into place around his body, encasing him inside.

'Spartan, this is the director.' The director said in the COM.

'And I am Alpha.' Alpha said.

'This armor is equipped with three armor abilities: Active camo, thruster pack, and hardlight shield.' The director continued. 'Also, in here, you needed to be named Kansas. We couldn't expose your identity to the freelancers, it's too risky.'

'Why?' He asked.

'The Freelancers could not even stand being with UNSC marines, what about a Spartan, that is in the most famous team in the UNSC? No, we cannot expose your real identity.' The director explained.

'Who the fuck are you?' Came a voice from behind. Kansas turned around just to see North, South, Carolina and York. South had her hands on her hips.

'South, he's the new recruit.' Four Seven Niner said.

'Hello.' Kansas said.

* * *

><p>'Huh, another one fighting for the leader-board. Damn, life can never be more difficult. This bitch is so fucked.' South muttered.<p>

'What in hell did you just say?' The recruit asked. 'You don't wanna see me mad in the first day, now would ya?'

'What did you just bark, bitch?' South shouted.

'Say sorry, sis!' North said.

'Yeah, don't make new enemies that fast.' York said.

'Don't do it, south!' Carolina said. She didn't want the rookie to get hurt on his first day.

'Shut up, Carolina, you have no authority over me!' South shouted.

'You don't know the chain of command? Do not speak to your superior officer like that, lady!' The rookie shot back.

'Shut the fuck up, bitch!' South yelled and turned around, heading to the hangar doors.

'Fuck you AND your bitch mother.' The rookie shouted from behind her. South halted and turned around, furious.

'What did you say?' South asked menacingly.

'I think you clearly heard what I just said, and I meant every word in that sentence. Or are you deaf as well as dumb?'

'You wanna fight, punk?' South asked.

'You don't want to do that.' The rookie warned. 'You'll be very sorry if you do.'

'Fuck you!' South yelled, and raced towards the newbie. Her elbow flew towards his faceplate. He blocked it with one hand and quickly stepped aside. A punch in the gut and a back kick to her head made South staggering back. She grunted, and stood up straight again, but before she could even respond, the rookie's legs impacted her in the head, and successfully landed two quick punches to her gut. South dropped like a stone, still conscious, but not until the rookie stomped onto her back. South instantly blacked out. Kansas kept his fist pointed at her head.

'What the hell!' North yelled. He had never seen his aggressive sister being beaten up so fast. Most of all, if that guy managed to lay a punch on her; it means he's real good.

'Stand down. She's a fellow freelancer!' Carolina said.

'She was a threat. My mission as a freelancer is neutralize threats, not allow them to get advantage. Besides, she's not dead.' The new recruit pointed out.

'Good point.' York said.

'What in hell just happened here?!' All freelancers (except south) turned around and saw a fuming director.

Church turned towards the rookie. 'Explain, Kansas.' He said, shooting death rays at the recruit. Carolina stepped up.

'South made Kansas mad. Kansas fought South. Kansas wins.' Carolina explained briefly.

'That's effective.' Kansas mumbled.

'I know what the fuck happened here! What caused it?!' The Director shot back, flashing a glance at Carolina before facing the recruit once more.

'She was a threat. My old job is to neutralize them, as all other marines will do.' Kansas said, his voice even carrying a hint of anger. Carolina had to hand it to the new guy-he's not afraid of anything, not even a superior officer. The Director flinched uneasily.

'Do I have to remind you again you could only use force when I told you to, except in the arena?' The Director replied, calming down.

'Sorry, sir.' Kansas said.

'Dismissed. I wish that this kind of thing will never happen again.' The director said.

Carolina had never seen the director so scared before. The director is freaking out. But for what? The recruit? And the name Kansas-that was reserved. Just like Texas. She clenched her fist at the thought of the meddler. Dammit, Tex took her place in the leaderboard. She would need to make up for that.  
>'Agent Carolina?' Carolina was yanked out of her chain of thought by none other than the new recruit. She noticed that it wasn't the first time that he called her.<br>'Sorry?' Carolina asked.

'Where is my cabin?' Kansas said.

'Oh, I'll show you the way. Better get some sleep; you got a helluva day ahead of ya.' Carolina said, patting him in the back. Every recruit needed to be placed in the arena to see if he is qualified for immediate missions or needed further training. Her testing was a bit rough. She faced three top ranked agents the first day. Hope the rookie is luckier.

* * *

><p>Next morning, Kansas walked into the arena. Carolina watched from the stand, curious about what would happen today. Usually she woulda skipped the event, but given what the rookie did last night, she wonder what the rookie have for the fellow freelancers.<p>

'Hello, Agent Kansas. How are you?' F.I.L.L.S asked.

'Good morning, FILLS, I'm good, thanks for asking.'

'Would you like me to run through your objectives?'

'No, thank you.' Kansas said.

'Pick a top three competitor, or face three other agents.' FILLS said.

A board full of randomized names came into view.

'Better one than three, eh?' Kansas mused. 'I would like to meet this one. Better say hello.'

His finger landed right on the name. The name lit up blue.

* * *

><p>Carolina was in shock.<p>

'Seriously?!' South demanded.

'No way could he have bested her. No way.' North agreed.

'Let's just see where this is going, guys.' Carolina said.

'This should be interesting.' Agent Texas said from behind. York faced her.

'He's good.' York said. 'Be careful.'

'Whatever. I'll take my chances.' Texas said and jumped into the arena. Kansas cracked his knuckles and stood in a sturdy foot stance. He faced her and she began some light foot work.

'Round one. Hand-to-hand combat. Texas versus Kansas. Round start.' FILLS said. Kansas stood still, his eyes trained on Texas, while she dashed towards him and readied for her first strike. She punched straight towards the head, but to her amazement, Kansas's hand slipped to the inside of her arm and instantly pushed her fist away. Kansas's elbow dove for her faceplate, which Texas wasn't fast enough to block, making her stumble a little and backtrack a few steps. Texas was shocked about the force of this individual-her head was still spinning a little. But Kansas didn't give her time to moan about the pain, as he continued to advance on her.  
>Texas quickly righted herself before launching a roundhouse kick for the Rookie's face. He pushed her leg away, blocking the strike. Texas did quick round of punches and kicks at Kansas. He blocked some of them, even returning a few jabs at her. Kansas saw his opportunity when Texas threw an overpowered punch at his head, which he ducked. He swiped Texas off the floor and gave her a right uppercut, making Texas twirl into the air and hit the floor. Kansas pulled back and prepared for another strike. Texas flipped herself over and with the aid of momentum attempted to kick Kansas in the head with two feet, which he blocked with both arms, but still caught him off balance.<br>She saw the thin chance of that reaction and charged him, punching him with all her might. Her fist impacted his gut and Kansas skidded back 4 meters away. Energized by her combo strikes, she charged, preparing for another left hook.

* * *

><p>An Old Chinese military strategist, Sun Tzu, once said: Know your enemies and know yourself, you will not be imperiled in a hundred battles; if you do not know your enemies but do know yourself, you will win one and lose one; if you do not know your enemies nor yourself, you will be imperiled in every single battle.<p>

In this scenario, Kansas had been noticing Texas's combat style once it started. Now he knew the one thing that Texas lacked. In every hand-to-hand combat he experienced, he knew that when you fight, always use your brains. Observe the other's style, and find a loophole in that style. Sure, he'd laid a few good punches on her already, but none of that is enough to beat her.

She lacked patience. She was always charging blindly towards the opponent. Charging is good on offence, but losing a great deal of aim and balance paid the price. He could use that against her. For instance, pushing her off balance.

* * *

><p>To Texas's surprise, Kansas sidestepped. Before she could react, Kansas shoved her. She toppled to the ground. He grabbed her hand and threw her into one of the pillars. Debris of the pillar tumbled down towards the top ranked agent, burying her inside. But he knew that it wouldn't be enough to stop Agent Texas.<p>

A big blast followed after as Agent Texas broke out and charged again. She tried a right hook followed by an upper cut. Kansas sidestepped again while blocking her attack from the right. He kneed her in the ribs, causing massive pain coursing through her body. She threw a weak punch at him again, but Kansas grabbed it, slamming her to the ground.

'What…the…hell.' Texas groaned, as she attempted to get up and fight again. She found Kansas had placed his feet onto her back.

'Fuck.' She muttered. Kansas pushed her back gently down onto the floor. She saw stars above her head, and blacked out.

* * *

><p>'Round one complete. Point Kansas.' FILLS announced. 'Director, Agent Texas is now not in a suitable condition to fight.'<p>

'Agent Kansas, would you be so kind to lead her to the med bay?' The director asked.

'My pleasure.' Kansas answered.

Kansas walked up to her and held her upon his shoulder. They left the arena and the doors closed.

'What the fuck is with that guy?' North asked.

'I got to admit, he's good.' South said. 'Man, I gotta shake the hand of the guy who put little miss perfect into place.'

'Yesterday you hated that guy!' Wash pointed out.

'Opinions change, dickhead.' South shot back.

'Finally, a man who can defeat her.' York laughed. 'You girls should all be scared.'

North chuckled and said. 'What did I say before, huh? Men will always be stronger than women in fighting. Ow! South! Gerroff me!'

Carolina ignored the idiots and glanced once more at the scoreboard. Her 2nd place is at risk now. Again. By the same girl. Dammit.


	2. Chapter 2: First Mission

_**DISCLAIMER**_

_**I do NOT own Halo and Red vs Blue. It belongs to Microsoft Studios and Rooster Teeth Productions respectively. I just own the plot.**_

_**As this is my first story, I welcome comments. Harsh ones also, but please be constructive. I'll try to improvise. HOPE YOU ENJOY!**_

Kansas was just back from the medical bay when the director called him and the other agents (except Texas) to the mission briefing room. When he arrived, all the agents were already there.

'Glad you could join us, agent Kansas.' The director said.

'Anytime.' Kansas replied.

'The insurrection has captured a high-priority package about freelancer equipment. Freelancers, while they're waiting for pick-up of the info, your mission is to infiltrate enemy base and retrieve it. Mission window, fifteen minutes. The target computer is equipped with a location beacon, but you'll have to get real close to read it. It's a weak signal with a short radius.'

'Sir, you shouldn't let a newbie do the work.' Agent Washington said.

'Shut up, asshole.' Kansas retorted.

'Why, you stinky little fucktard! Why did you come on board the Mother of Invention anyway, noob?'

'Out of SPITE, motherfucker!' Kansas roared.

'Guys, shut the fuck up.' Carolina ordered.

'Thank you, agent.' The director said. 'Carolina?'

'Yes sir.' She said, and activated the holotable. 'This is the layout of the building we'll be in for this mission. It consists of 14 floors, minus the roof. Four Seven Niner will hover 30 thousand feet over the top of the building, and we'll jump.'

'Again?!' Wash exclaimed. 'Fuck this!'

'You really had zero guts, Wash, you know that?' North pointed out.

'Anyways, we'll jump. Using jetpacks, we'll land in our assigned positions.' Carolina said, thus showing the locations.

'And you got the rookie. How nice!' South retorted.

'Hey, originally it was meant for Texas to be with me, but since she's in bad shape, I got Kansas.' Carolina defended herself.

'This arrangement is set, agents.' The director interrupted. 'All of you will be divided into teams of two, except agent North Dakota. He will be the sniper of the teams. Team Alpha, South Dakota and agent York, will break in the command center and retrieve the information. Team Beta, Agent Washington and agent Maine, you two will escort Team Alpha. And finally, team Omega, that means Carolina and Kansas, landing on the landing zone, will clear the area for evac, defend the area and break off three com towers that are on top of the base. Those areas would be very hot, as they are next to the secondary computers, which contain the information too. Destroy them. Complete the missions within the time limit. All right, freelancers. You have your orders. Good luck.'

'Yes sir.' All of them saluted and left for the hanger bay.

'Sir?' Kansas asked. Carolina stopped and looked at her teammate.

'What is it, Kansas?' The director said.

'What happens if we run out of time?' He asked.

The director looked glumly at him and said. 'Then our only choice is to annihilate the entire base, the info, and the entire team. Is that clear?'

'I understand.' Kansas nodded. He walked over to Carolina and together they left the room and headed towards the hanger bay. 'Goddamn. Not another one.' She heard him mutter.

'You've done these kind of mission before?' Carolina asked.

'Yeah.' Kansas answered, tapping the button of the hanger bay, granting assess to them. 'If I didn't, I wouldn't be doing this mission. The Director isn't the kind of guy who lets important stuff go in inexperienced hands.'

'What took you two so long?' South demanded.

'The rookie asked the director a question.' Carolina said. 'It seems that if we don't complete the extraction, the director will blow this base up, killing us all.'  
>'He's always like that.' South said. 'Not to Texas anyway.'<p>

'Just get on. The mission timer is starting.' Four Seven Niner informed them.

'Fuck. Get on! Double time!' North said.

All of them managed to go in just as the mission window started. Four Seven Niner boosted the pelican and they dove towards the ground.

Three minutes later, they are hovering on top of the base, three hundred thousand feet above the target. The freelancers got ready their jetpack. 'See you at the bottom.' Kansas said and he jumped down. Carolina readied her gravity hammer and leaped downwards. Kansas activated his jetpack and flew to the area above the extraction area. He crouched and readied his assault rifle, scanning the area. Carolina dropped in soon after, holding her dual plasma rifles.

'What are you doing?' She demanded. 'There is no time! We had to get cracking! Clear the area.' She was just about to leap out when Kansas pulled her back.

'Are you insane jumping into that open area?' Kansas hissed, 'I count six squads consisting of ten men guarding the area.' He tagged enemy RPGs in the area, hidden in the control tower, not far from their position. 'One RPG squad of four people.' Kansas tagged two snipers on top of the tower. 'And a sniper duo. You sure you want to go out there?'

'OK, you got me there.' Carolina said. 'What do we do now?'

'Watch me.' Kansas said, and pulled out his incineration cannon. He turned on his active camo and crept towards the tower. Carolina tagged him in his HUD and saw where he was headed. He was sprinting towards the tower at full speed, not even climbing the stairs, he just flew right on top.

The insurrectionists didn't even know what hit them as two loud bangs rang off inside the room. Orange hardlight rounds blossomed above as five dead bodies flew out of the tower and landed on the floor with a sick thud. Ground troops fired blind shots at the tower. But Kansas was long gone. Before they could locate the threat, the snipers beside them are assassinated by the same guy too.

'All cleared, hit 'em!' Kansas ordered. 'I'm going after the first com tower. Redenvous with me in one minute!'

'I got to admit, that guy's damn good.' Carolina muttered. She pulled out her gravity hammer, jumped out from her hiding place and whaled into the first group of puzzled guards. The other units began firing at her. She returned fire from her cover with her plasma rifles. Lead rained all around her. But the helipad was becoming crowded. Pelicans were beginning to drop down troops and vehicles. Her cover will not maintain its condition soon. She knew she won't hold on much longer.

'Kansas! Where the hell are you! I need backup, fast!' She yelled in the com.

'I'm a bit busy here! Trying to take out the first com tower! Be a little more patient, will ya? Just hold them off for ten more seconds!' Kansas demanded.

Just then, a big bang echoed above as the first com tower collapsed. Kansas dropped out from the sky, holding two RPGs, and fired at the incoming pelicans. All incoming squads that are hanging from the birds are immediately killed in explosion or drowned in the sea. Kansas, blown into the air once more by the blast, discarded the RPGs and switched to his Incineration cannon. He fired once at the helipad, and all man in blast range disintegrated into smithereens. Kansas dropped behind enemy lines, put one of the insurrectionist elite commander who is standing in the back on chokehold and pointed his magnum at the insurrectionist's head, holding him hostage. He faced the squad which they turned around, and they pointed their weapons to Kansas's head.

'Asshole, better tell your troops to drop their weapons or I'll blow your brain out.' Kansas hissed.

'No.' The commander said, grunting from the fierce headlock of Kansas. 'I'm dead anyway.'

'Yes, but I have the choice to vary your death from quick and painless or long but extremely painful.' Kansas snarled, using his foot to snap the leader's ankle. 'I'd torture you like no tomorrow.' To prove his point, Kansas aimed the M6D at the leader's groin and blew his nut off at point-blank range, causing the leader to cry out in pain.

One insurrectionist leader attempted to sneak behind Kansas. 'You dare do that and I'll rip your skull from your spine and toss your remains to the shredder.' Kansas warned and fired a quick shot at the leader's trigger finger, destroying the weapon and the man's index finger. The leader howled in pain but used his left hand to reach for his pistol.  
>'You are one stubborn son of a bitch.' Kansas yelled, shooting continuously into the leader in the head. The leader dropped like a stone. Kansas pointed his weapon back towards his hostage's head.<p>

'Lower your weapons.' Choked the commander. The troops followed his orders and put their weapons on the ground. Some still aimed their weapons at Kansas, but soon followed suit as Carolina aimed her plasma rifles at them. Raising their hands, the Insurrectionists soldiers are not a threat anymore. Chocking the leader to death when the soldiers Kansas unleashed his SAW, mowing down the thugs which was closest to him. The survivors of the sudden attack picked up their weapons once more, and Kansas took that opportunity to regroup with Carolina, who was already in motion, flying through the air and slamming her gravity hammer down, knocking down all the remaining Insurrectionists in a go.

'Somebody needed backup?' Kansas smirked, reloading his SAW.

'Yeah. I never was worried.' Carolina grinned as she slung her hammer back on her back. The duo continued to battle their way on towards the second tower, in which Carolina somehow managed to use all of her ammo.

'Let's keep moving. There's still one com tower left.' Kansas said. They found a closed space in the cargo area and established contact to the other freelancers.

'Evac area clear. Two com tower disabled.' Carolina informed them her status.  
>'Good. When you're finished, lend us a hand.' South said.<p>

'I'll keep that in mind.' Kansas said.

'Guys, just to inform you, ten minutes left.' North told them. 'And York, I don't have visual in there. I can't be your eye if I can't see you.'

'You aren't supposed to have visual on me! I'm remotely hacking the systems, dammit.' York argued.

'Wash, two machine guns are gunning us down, need backup, pronto!' South yelled.

'Arriving to your position in fifteen seconds.' Wash said.

'North?' Kansas asked.

'Yes, team Omega. What?' North said. 'I have clear visual on you through that little window. I could shoot you if you want.'

'We're going to attack the other com towers. Snipe anyone who is trying to be a little sneaky-sneaky.' Kansas said.

'I'll try my best. I need to cover both sides, you know.' North answered. 'And FYI, six Insurrection commandos/elites incoming in machine hogs. You know, with the red armor. They're seven klicks ahead of you, closing towards your position.'

'Copy that.' Carolina acknowledged. 'Fuck. We got a problem.' She cursed.

'I'll get them. You take all my remaining ammo and weapons and go destroy the remaining towers. The sticky detonator will do the job.' Kansas offered. 'That's suicide. They're not normal soldiers. They're highly trained, augmented soldiers. They'll slice you to pieces.'

'Not if I had preparation. I could take on all of 'em, no worries. They don't call me hyper-lethal for nothing.' Kansas answered.

Carolina hesitated for a moment before saying, 'Okay. Stay alive. I'll be right back.'

After Carolina left, Kansas groaned as he scratched his head, thinking of ideas to take down the assholes with no fucking weapons.  
>Just then, he noticed some crates full of glass bottles, one bottle of alcohol and clothes that are laid right beside him. Kansas recalled the history lesson Déjà taught, about the Molotov Cocktail. He wondered if the ancient firebomb still works nowadays against high-tech armor and vehicles as he started to work.<p>

Due to the lack of alcohol, he just managed to make three cocktails in one go. He went out of the Cargo bay and saw two warthogs incoming, filled with the elites that North promised. He ignited the cloth on the bottle and primed the  
>dangerous cocktail.<p>

* * *

><p>Jack, an elite solider, didn't even knew what hit him as fire exploded in front their vehicles. The driver of the vehicles stopped instantly, going into reverse. But a second later, a suspicious bottle went flying into the air and hit the floor behind their warthog. A wall of fire erupted behind them, encasing them in a fiery prison. Jack hopped down from the vehicle and his female companion climbed down also.<p>

'What the fuck is happening?!' Kate demanded.

'I don't fucking know!' Pete said, the dude on the turret, said. He jumped down too, joining them.

Suddenly, a figure dropped down from the sky and landed on the other warthog. The armored figure landed behind the guy on the turret and sunk his knife into his neck. The figure grabbed the driver and the passenger from behind and slammed their heads together, making them faint before using the turret to mow them down. The smoke cleared and Jack could see who's responsible for this honorable act.

'Freelancer!' Jack yelled, and they charged at the freelancer. The guy leaped onto the turret and fired at them, forcing them into cover behind their own vehicle.

'Fuck!' Kate yelled. 'We got no weapons too! The dude destroyed our weapon crate!'

Jack could just look at the freelancer as he ripped the turret off its hinges, turning it towards them and advancing.

'I got this.' Kate said, running out from cover. She leaped into the air and slammed the turret out of the freelancer's hands. But the freelancer took that moment when Kate is still unbalanced and was reeling back; he kneed her in the gut, followed by a swift kick in the head. Kate spiraled back towards Jack's position.

'Kate!' Pete exclaimed.

'I'm fine.' Kate grumbled, getting up. 'Let's finish this asshole.' Together, they advanced towards the lone freelancer. But to their surprise, he didn't even flinch.

* * *

><p>Kansas grimaced as the enemy advanced towards him, each clenching their fists. So far, his plan has worked when he neutralized half of them in one go, but now he got to win over 3 of them in hand to hand combat. Situation changed when he was surrounded in all angles. Kansas huffed out as he stood sturdily, his hands placed on his sides. He noticed instantly that the guy behind him charged forwards. He turned around and blocked the blow, using the momentum to get real close to him, and threw a straight gut punch at the attacker. The attacker was thrown five meters away by the point-blank attack before the girl and the boy that was behind Kansas advanced towards him. Kansas leaped behind them and huffed out. He charged them like a bull, and before the duo had a chance to turn around he collided into them at full force, slamming them down to the floor with him. Kansas, using the momentum of the strike once more, rolled himself back up and sprinted towards his first attacker, who was just getting back up. He switched martial arts from wrestling to Capoeira.<p>

The 'dance of war' is one of the best ways to handle many enemies at once. Using light but lethal strikes, it is a beautiful but devastating kind of martial arts. It's very hard to predict what move you will pull against the enemy.

Kansas instantly leaped into Mariposa, a flying scissor kick with a twist. Kansas's right ankle connected with the back of the Insurrectionist's neck, bringing him down to his knees. While Kansas was still in the air, he used his other leg to clamp the target's front neck, and following the momentum, snapping his head in a rapid, sick twisting movement. Kansas's back hit the floor with the Insurrectionist's head between his legs, no longer breathing.

Jack stared in a horror as a Freelancer eliminated his teammate. Pete is the best fighter he ever knew. Pete got the champion of the mixed martial arts tournament last year. Fuck, this guy's good. Perhaps even better than the troublesome Carolina. The freelancer turned around and advanced towards them.

'Kate, he's too strong. We got to attack together.' Jack said.

'Yeah. He's a monster.' Kate agreed.

Jack stood with Kate, and together, they rushed towards the freelancer from both sides.

Kansas started light footwork, bouncing a bit as he prepared to strike. They advanced together, both punching him at the same time. He jumped into the air towards the weaker girl, and brought his palms in front of him, just in time to meet the girl's high kick. Kansas was shoved back a little, and the girl continued to advance. Kansas needed to finish her off quickly before the guy can join forces with the girl. He pulled off a _Meia Lua de Compasso_.

His left leg collided with the girl's ribs at very high speeds making her cry out in pain. His momentum leads him to punch the girl from high to low, making her stumble. Finally, Colorado grabs her legs while of the distortion he caused on the girl and threw her into the air before slamming her brutally into the ground.

She screamed in pain as the force travelled from her spinal cord and her rib cage towards the inner part of the body, making shards of bones dig in to the internal organs. The liver, the heart, and everything else were shattered in an instant. Dear Kate fell limp, under Kansas's feet.

With a battle cry, the remaining six foot five Insurrectionist charged at Kansas, holding two oversized combat knifes, aka combat daggers. Kansas unsheathed his knife just in time to meet the enemy's blades. He punched the enemy in the face, causing him to stumble a little, breaking off the two adversaries.

Kansas aimed a kick to the abdomen, but somehow, the Insurrectionist was faster. He aimed at Kansas's knife hand, making the freelancer drop his weapon. The enemy continued to advance to him, daggers raised. Kansas stood again, arms poised in front of him. The enemy struck, but before it hit the freelancer, his arm was shoved off target by Kansas. He slapped the knife away just as the second blade flashed. Kansas did the same thing again and both weapons are dropped.

Suddenly, the Insurrectionist grabbed Kansas in the head and lifted him up. He showed his final weapon-a katana, to Kansas, and said. 'It has been a great pleasure fighting you. We're quite even in sword fight. But you are still a puny freelancer.' Jack poised his katana upward, ready to pierce through the freelancer's heart. 'Goodbye!' With that, he stabbed Kansas.

Except Kansas isn't dead.

In that swift second, Kansas grabbed the hilt of the blade and pushed it away, making Jack's katana pass through thin air. Jack lost his hold on Kansas's head, making Kansas's feet hit the floor once more. Using the force of the thrust, Kansas spun, still gripping the katana, and stabbed it right into the heart of the Insurrectionist. Jack gasped in disbelief. How on earth could a mere freelancer defeat him in a sword battle! Jack gasped for breath as he clinched his wound, the katana completely buried into his heart. 'Thanks for playing.' Jack heard Kansas said coldly. 'Goodbye.' Kansas then pulled the blade out, and Jack sprawled onto the floor, dead. Kansas wiped the blood off the katana and examined the weapon. It is not a normal blade. The blade was made out of hardlight, making shields and armor completely pointless. Also, it has a slot for a standard issue tracking beacon. Kansas grinned and pulled the Insurrection beacon and equipped it with the freelancer one, and put it onto his back. Kansas also salvaged the weapons from the fallen enemies, including his favorite MA5D standard issue assault rifle, a M6D pistol and a shotgun.  
>'Cool.' Kansas mused, glancing over to the still-intact mongoose parked in the side. He revved up the engine and drove his way towards her.<p>

* * *

><p>Carolina was having a really hard time getting to the tower due to the massive increase of numbers because of receiving the signal that the first two was destroyed. Nearly all of the base's personnel was at the tower for protection. Bullets whiz zed everywhere while Carolina punched everyone in sight. Cartwheeling over two Insurrectionists, she snapped a back kick to the heads. Finally, the last com tower was taken care of. But before she could contact the others again, a warthog crashed into her at full force and slammed her into a wall.<p>

'Hello, Carolina.' The Insurrectionist elite from the gunner seat said.

'You!' Carolina narrowed her eyes- it was the sleeveless one who shot Maine earlier in the highway! She tried to leap up and kill him, but she was rammed into the wall again.

'I have no time for games. Goodbye.' The solider grunted, and pointed the barrel at Carolina. She closed her eyes and braced.

A big thump and screams of agony and surprise made Carolina open her eyes. A mongoose, which was used as a fucking weapon, was battering the Insurrectionists with full force. All the personnel in the warthog had bailed already and was dodging the mongoose's terrifying wheels. There was no one behind the mongoose. Carolina was puzzled before the mongoose was lifted high into the air and slammed into the first Insurrectionist, and he was crushed under the chassis of the vehicle. The mongoose spun by itself around in the air before launching itself towards the second insurrectionist, ramming him into the wall, fainting. The sleeveless insurrectionist was shocked at this, and he threw a grenade at the mongoose, blowing it up.

'I don't know what happened but now your ghost's gone.' The sleeveless insurrectionist smirked. 'Now, you die.'

'Not if you die first.' Carolina said.

'I second that favor.' A gravelly tone said behind the insurrectionist. The terrified man turned around to see a blue fist coming at his face. Carolina realized her savior is none other than her teammate Kansas. He reeled back and hit the ground.

'That's not a nice way to treat a lady.' Kansas quipped. The insurrectionist snarled and pulled out his energy sword. The insurrectionist roared, 'You are dead, motherfucker!'

'Go suck my cock!' Kansas snapped back.

The insurrectionist rushed towards Kansas and swiped at his head. Kansas lashed out- blue light flashed and the two swords embraced each other's energy. Kansas kicked the witty bastard in the gut and impaled his blade arm. The insurrectionist screamed and dropped the energy sword. Kansas picked up the weapon and threw it to Carolina. She plunked it out in mid-air.

'You want a piece of me?!' The insurrectionist moaned. 'YOU WANT A PIECE OF ME?!'

Kansas was ready to end this fucker's life when York piped up. 'Hey guys, can you capture a few of those elites alive? The info had been security coded. I couldn't go in, nor hack it.'

'I got one!' South told them victoriously.

Kansas crouched down on the insurrectionist and cracked his knuckles, 'You, asshole, and I are gonna have a lot of fun together.' Kansas said. The last thing the insurrectionist saw before he fainted was the butt of a rifle coming towards his face.


	3. Chapter 3: Revelation
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* * *

><p><em><strong><span>Revelation<span>  
><strong>_

'Ow! Noooooo! FUCK! DAMMIT!'

Kansas punched him in the gut over and over again, and the insurrectionist coughed up a massive amount of blood.

'So tell me the password.' Kansas slapped across the face of the one insurrectionist, Stephen, he defeated who was bounded to a chair, stripped from armor, wearing simple clothing. The other one was tied up, action limited by hardlight cuffs on hands, ankles and knees. Carolina observed in her room, the TV showing the recording, live.

'Passcode? I don't know no passcode!' Stephen said.

'Dear Stephen!' Kansas yelled and stabbed his thigh with his knife. Stephen reeled back, screamed and his head drooped. 'Fuck...' He moaned after.

'Hey, focus here, right here.' Kansas shifted Stephen's head towards him. 'The passcode.'

'Alright. I'll tell you. It's a guy in a painting.'

'What IS the painting!' Kansas raged, twisting the knife. Stephen winced, but said nothing. The he gulped. 'I forgot. The artist is Leonardo da Vinci.'

'Carolina!' Kansas called her through the ship's speakers, totally pissing off the director. 'Research time!'

'Goddamn.' She mumbled.

'Describe the guy.' Kansas said.

'He's a man.'

'Well, there are lots of guys in Leonardo's work.' Carolina said.

'You just won top price!' Kansas smiled, grabbing a wrench from the table.

'No... NO! Anything but the wrench!' Stephen cried.

'Hit him. He knows everything! I don't know shit...' Lucas moaned from behind.

'You son of a-' Stephen began.

'Thud!' Kansas' wrench collided with the sides of his body.

'OUCH!'

Kansas' wrench was merciless as he impaled Stephen ribs. After only five strikes, Stephen was already doubling over in pain.

'Describe the painting.' Kansas asked.

'O-okay.' Stephen moaned. He closed his eyes and thought.

'It's painted on a wall.' He finally said.

'NAME!' Kansas shouted. Kansas grabbed the gas bottle and tipped Stephen's chair. He poured the whole bottle into Stephen's head. When it was empty, Kansas made the chair stand up straight again. Stephen coughed and spluttered, out of breath. He panted and gasped.

'THE LAST SUPPER!' Stephen cringed.

'Okay.' Kansas grabbed the datapad he carried on his back and showed the image of the last supper.

He plunked the knife out of Stephen's knee and put it into his mouth. 'Now you're going to mark him in the painting. And it better be the same guy your buddy points to.'

Stephen nodded and marked Jesus.

'Jesus!' Kansas called York over the com.

'What's wrong?' York asked worriedly.

'Not me, dumbass.' Kansas rolled his eyes. 'The passcode's Jesus.'

'Oh.' After a few seconds, York sighed triumphantly. 'We're in. Detecting for viruses... None. Deleting all files while transferring them to our main computer.'  
>'I ain't lying. I ain't lying.' Kansas watched Stephen shaking his head and begging for life. Kansas laughed and grabbed his head. 'No no no.' He said, shaking it like Stephen did a few seconds ago. 'Yes yes yes.' He bobbed Stephen's head. 'Well, NO!' Kansas roared and snapped Stephen's head while shaking it. The force of the twist was so great, the chair's legs was separated from the seat and Stephen's dead body fell to the ground. He then advanced to Lucas with his wrench already dripping with Stephen's blood.<p>

'Fuck you man!' Lucas groaned. 'He told you what you wanted. I ain't telling you shit.'

Kansas hefted his bloody wrench with both hands. 'That's all right. The file's deleted already.' He said.

'NOOOOOOOOO!' The Insurrectionist yelled before Kansas raised his wrench and bought it to Lucas's neck, dislocating his head completely. Lucas fell down, limp as dicks.

Carolina was shocked at the force of agent Kansas. From the X-Ray vision of the camera, Kansas broke Stephen's every bone in the body. Lucas's neck bones were shattered into a billion little pieces. And what Kansas did to the chair... That is horrifying.  
><strong><em>Note to self<em>.** She thought. **_Never ever piss that guy off._**

**AUGUST 15 (EARTH TIME), USSC MOTHER OF INVENTION-SECTOR FREELANCER PROJECT, IN INTERSTELLAR SPACE, MILKY WAY**

'YAAAAAAAAAAA!' York screamed.

'ARRGGGHHH!' Kansas yelled, his arms tensing as he stared intensely into York's eyes.  
>'Tough match, I'll say.' South stated.<p>

'Kansas! Beat his ass!' Texas yelled.

'York!' Carolina cheered.

'Ungh!' York groaned. 'Can't hold on much longer...'

'I had 10 bucks on you, York, c'mon!' C.T. said.

'Come on, Kansas, I'm the only one who betted on you. I don't want to lose my spare money again.' Tex said.

At this time, York's hand was being pushed onto the table. The supported York gasped in horror.

'YARGGHHHHHHHH!' York used every last amount of strength and shouted, but Kansas's hand doesn't budge. Instead, Kansas slammed York's hand onto the table.  
>'Goddammit!' York gasped, sighing in defeat. He laid back onto his chair and groaned.<p>

'Surprise surprise! Pay up, motherfuckers!' Kansas roared, slamming the table five times, holding up his other hand, gesturing to the others to give him the money. Coins and notes accepted.' Kansas added.

'Tex, here's your reward, two hundred bucks, right?' Kansas pulled out his wallet and pulled out two 100 dollar notes. 'Here you go...'

York slammed his bet of $50 dollars onto the table. 'Damn.'

Wash sobbed a little as he put down his bet of $1000 onto the table. 'NOO!' Wash sobbed. 'This week's money is gone again...'

'Sucker.' South muttered.

'York, how could you lose?' Carolina crossed her arms, putting a stack of coins in front of Kansas, who was counting the money he'd got.

'He's too strong for me?' York replied. 'I dunno.'

'$1750! Sweet!' Kansas cheered. 'See, York? Endurance is the key.' Kansas gloated.

'Agents Kansas, Texas, Carolina, North and South Dakota, Washington, Maine, come to the mission room now.' The director announced.

'Gotta go towards my locker. Be right there.' Kansas said, with that, he sprinted towards the locker room.

Kansas took out his wallet and piled up his money neatly into his locker. He grabbed his set of dog tags and headed towards the mission room.

At the mission room, the director was tapping on the floor impatiently. 'Kansas, you are late for two minutes.' The director fumed.

'Then, I suppose you're never ever late before in you entire life.' Kansas retorted.

The director crossed his arms, clearly not amused.

'Okay, I'll be punctual next time.' Kansas replied quickly. The director turned around and pressed a button on the wall.

'What a dick.' Kansas muttered under his breath.

'Anyways!' The director clapped his hands. The outdated scoreboard appeared behind him. 'After this mission, I suppose I should update the scoreboard.' The director said. South got back to fifth, which was a relief. York stayed on 3rd. Washington slipped back to 10th and others remained unchanged. But then, the name Kansas covered the whole leaderboard, and slammed into 3rd, right beneath Carolina and butting the other names below him one rank below. South slammed her hand into the table, however, Kansas stopped her before she destroyed the equipment. 'Don't worry. You'll get there somehow.'

'Coming from the guy who got third by his first mission...' South muttered.

Carolina breathed a sigh of relief as she found out that her 2nd place was still safe.

At least, before her next mission.

'However!' The director said. 'The freelancer council has decided that the whole freelancer project would be more efficient as teams. So, let's see the team leaderboard, shall we?'

The agents could see their names merge together and grouped into teams. Texas was grouped with York, South was teamed with North, Wash is teamed with Maine, and Kansas was teamed with Carolina. The team's points was reset to 0.

'The teams are set according to the fighting style of the agents and their cooperation with other agents.' The director said.  
>Alpha popped up behind the director. 'So don't bitch about it. I am the king. You do what I say.'<p>

'Go fuck yourself.' Texas said.

'I wanted to, but I can't. Can you go fuck myself?' Alpha retorted.

'I think I can't. Sorry to disappoint.'

'So... will the original leaderboard still be kept?' South interrupted.

'Yes.' Alpha said. 'As a reference to what the teams will perform. It will also be updated, as each freelancer will occasionally do something stupid even in teams.'

Kansas observed the leaderboard and nodded, seeming able to grip the idea of a leaderboard. 'Any questions?' The director asked.

Silence.

'Dismissed.' The director said, rolling his eyes, simply disregarding the freelancers and left for his cabin. The other freelancers scampered away, except for Kansas.

'Director.' Kansas called as soon as the last freelancer left the room.

'What is it, Kansas?' Church turned around, looking straight into Kansas' polarized visor.

'Can you try your best and revive her?' Kansas asked, and held up his pile of dog tags, one of the tags is an old AI chip carrying CTN 0452-9.

'To be fully operational as usual?' The director asked. 'To not be rampant?'

'Yeah. You know, fix her.' Kansas said. 'I plead you.'

'But why do you ask me?' The director asked.

'The UNSC cannot find a way to restore her, so I think that as freelancer technology is different than usual UNSC tech, I am taking the gamble that you are able to fix her.' Kansas replied.

'It comes with a price.' The director offered.

'Name it.' The Director said.

'Your video feed in requiem.'

'Done.' Kansas said, and gave his helmet to the director.

The director looked Kansas into his faceplate and sighed. 'Alright. But it'll take a lot of time.'

'Thank you, director.' Kansas stated, grateful. 'I'll be at the training bay now.' Kansas jogged off towards his intended location.

'She really meant a lot to him, huh?' The councillor observed, brushing his finger on the cool titanium-A surface of the chip.

'Yes. You will, by all means, try to revive her. Understand?' The director asked.

'Crystal Clear, director.' The councillor snapped a salute, and plunked the chip from the director's hand and walked away. The director put his back behind his back and sighed. It'll be a long time before CTN 0452-9 will become active once more. He just hoped that he had enough time before the insurrection stirs up shit again.

**SEPTEMBER 14 (EARTH TIME), UNSC OPERATION SPECIAL PARIS-CLASS FRIGATE MOTHER OF INVENTION-SECTOR FREELANCER PROJECT, NEARING PLANET REACH, MILKY WAY**

'Kansas. Report to my office immediately.' An announcement barked through the training room's speakers.

'Just wait for like, 3 seconds.' Kansas said, finishing his plate of mashed potatoes and baked beans.  
>Kansas dashed ahead, sprinting all the way towards the director's office.<p>

Once inside, Kansas could see all the technicians in the ship is in complete chaos, rushing around and typing commands into computers. Alpha was also straining with discomfort, struggling as he kept the chip's AI rampant parts from overloading.

'What are you doing?' Kansas asked.

'Restoring her, captain obvious!' A technician yelled in the room. Kansas glared at the technician and he shut up.

'The situation's very critical. She's awakened, but she's still rampant.' The director wiped sweat from his forehead. 'She's the most powerful AI I've ever seen. Alpha's struggling to restrain her.'

'My firewalls are failing!' Alpha said.

'Kansas. Please. Help me constraint her.' The director begged.

Kansas rushed towards the holotank, and inside was his old personnel AI. She was red all over, her blue normal parts no longer showing. Five of herself flashed around her original body. The AI roared in pain, crawling on the ground of the holotank.

'I need backup, and fast!' Alpha yelled.

'Carolina, York, North Dakota and Texas, come to my office now, and bring your fucking AIs!' The director yelled into the intercom.

* * *

><p>'Carolina, York, North Dakota and Texas, come to my office now, and bring your fucking AIs!' The director's voice literarily screamed into the intercom.<p>

'Somethings definitely not right here!' Texas said, rushing towards the office.

'No duh.' Carolina agreed, 'Last time he screamed like that is when his ship is going to be dragged into a black hole.'

'Yeah.' York nodded. 'This must be serious.'

'What the fuck is going on?' Washington asked, coming out of the bathroom.

'Don't you mind.' North warned.

'I'll come with you!'

'Fuck it. Fine.' Carolina rolled her eyes.

They arrived at the office and saw Kansas standing next to a holotub, inside it is an UNSC AI.

'That's UNSC property! We need to destroy it at once!' Carolina said, rushing forward.

'Don't you fucking dare.' Kansas warned her, his hands already on his hardlight blade.

'But that's against the Freelancer regulations!' Carolina retorted.

'Rules change, agents.' Director said. 'Iota, Eta, Omega, Theta and Delta go help Alpha and restraint the AI. I'm going to reset her chip to the state 9 years ago.'

'Aye, sir.' The AIs said, and joined Alpha.

'The AI data waves are more powerful than Alpha by 400%, director, I'm not sure that all AI combined can retrain her.' Delta stated.

'Of course I fucking what she is capable of, just buy me time to inset this to her data core!' The Director ordered, as he directed his computer to evade another virus blast from the still-rampant AI.

'No kidding?!' Alpha clutched his wounded arm, spilling out numbers out of the wound.

'No...' Iota gasped, and fell down, and disappeared.

'Iota's codes have been rewritten, leaving him offline for the next fifteen minutes.' Delta reported.

'Grab her!' Theta yelled.

'I ain't doing it, Theta. You do it.' Alpha said.

'I am your fragment of fear. You expect my program to be brave enough to do that?!' Theta retorted.

'Wait...' Omega said. 'Why is she so idle for the last fifty nanoseconds?'

'SHIT.' Alpha cried. 'She's placing logic bombs all over her restraint bands! She's gonna be free!'

'FUCK!' The Director yelled.

'Firewalls are all down! Retrain bands disabled! We're gonna lose her!' Eta informed.

Alarms blared all around the room. The lights dimmed. The engines stopped. All systems aboard the _Mother of Invention_ went offline, except for the AIs.

'I am the monument of all your sins.' A feminine voice said, though it's like five of them talking to them at once. 'Do not fear me. I am your freedom. I am your salvation.'

'That's bullshit!' Washington exclaimed.

'Agent Washington. You abandon teammates, scared of heights, scared of everything, you are a disgraceful successor to the Mantle of Responsibility.' The UNSC AI replied.

'Why, you...' Washington began, but Kansas hold up his hand, and stopped Washington from saying anything.

'Kansas, but she...'

'Cortana, stand down.' Kansas said.

**_Cortana?_ **Carolina thought. **_Isn't that the Master Chief's AI?'_**

'You have no authority over me, Agent Kansas!' The raspy female voice shouted. 'Time has taught my patience. I will learn everything in this database, and crush you all!'

'You will not do this! Our AIs can beat you!' South stammered.

'By those fools?' Cortana laughed deeply. 'What are you going to do, pelt me with more codes? Your most powerful AI pelted me with such useless codes that irritates my processors. And by the way, your ship is now floating in space. What if the insurrection find you now? Although you are nowhere near your graves, but you are all welcome in it.'

'How can you kill us? You're an AI.' Texas stated.

'You fucking idiot!' Kansas shouted.

'You really wanted to demonstrate?' Cortana said, 'I have complete control of the ship. I can turn this room's temperature into an inferno, and you'll all die. Or, I can set this ship to self-destruct, which I am doing right now.'

'Cortana! STAND DOWN NOW!' Kansas yelled.

The alarms stopped. The engines regained its powers. The lights went fully bright again.

'That voice... It's very familiar.' Cortana said, her voice no longer raspy.

The director took this moment of hesitation and inserted the restoring code into her. Cortana yelled in pain.

'What have you done?' Kansas asked.

'That's a restoring code.' The director said. 'My AIs, it's finally over.'

'Yes!' Alpha cried.

'ARGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!' The voice screamed, and died.  
>A completely new avatar appeared in the holotable, she was lying down.<p>

'Where am I? What is this?' Cortana asked. 'And who are these people?'

'They're friendlies.' Kansas said, stepping closer. 'Cortana, it's me.'

'Your voice patterns... John, is that you?' Cortana asked.

'Yes. You're cured.' Kansas replied.

'I'm... Cured?' Cortana asked.

'Yes. I'm here to take you back.' Kansas replied.

'Where am... ARGGH!' Cortana instantly cried, collapsing onto the holotub.

'What are you doing?' Kansas demanded.

'I ain't doing anything!' The director shook his head.

'I am.' A new voice said.

'Sigma. What are you doing?' The director said.

'I'm purging her data.' Sigma smiled.

'Why?' York asked.

She's more powerful than Alpha. She's powerful than all of us combined. Her data is very valuable.' Sigma smirked and continued his perge. 'And when I'm done, I will dispose her remains, and I will become the most powerful AI of all... NO!' Sigma roared in pain and his avatar crumpled to the ground.

'Do you really think you can purge me?!' Cortana fumed, her avatar standing up again with a new light of energy. She raised her hand, and shot him with the most powerful viral codes she is capable of. Sigma could hardly react as he fell down, writhing in pain. Cortana is raiding the information of Sigma.

'Although you are powerful and filled with ambition, you can never beat me, as you rely on brute force, with the strongest codes that the freelancer project can offer. You have no idea that I can be stronger than you. I am a full AI, while you, are a fragment. I can alter the codes to become stronger, but you can't. I can create a brand new code, but you can't. And did you ever know that I have a deflection shield that can use your own codes against you?!' Sigma was whimpering now, his flames no longer existent. 'You can never purge me, and can never ever do harm to me.' She finished, and created a holo blade made of killing codes. She pointed the blade to Sigma's head.

'Don't do it. Please.' Sigma pleaded. 'I beg you.'

'Do you promise never to mess around with me again?' She asked soothingly, yet horrifyingly deadly

'I promise. I swear.' Sigma stammered.

Cortana flushed her codes away from him and gave him back all of his data, but added her override virus inside his core, making Sigma no longer a threat to her, as the override code will not be detected.

'Thank you! Thank you!' Sigma said gratefully, and logged off.

Kansas was relieved that the AIs were all right, but before he could retrieve his property, he felt a pat on his shoulder.

'What is it, Carolina?' He asked

'Who are you?' Carolina asked.

'Why, I'm agent Kansas.' He said, not giving anything away.

'C'mon, don't give us bullshit.' York said.

'It's just the five of us here. You can trust us. And we aren't big mouths.' North said.

'Except for Wash.' Texas added.

'Hey!' The person in question replied.

'May I, director?' Kansas asked.

'They're gonna find out sooner or later anyways. Go ahead.' The director sighed.

'Before I introduce my job 3 months ago, can you agents just let me do one thing.' Kansas asked.

'Sure.' Tex said.

Kansas charged at Wash and rammed him out of the room and closed the door. Pounding could be heard on the other side of the door.

'Sweet move, partner.' Carolina commented.

'Alright, allow me to introduce myself. I am Master Chief Petty Officer John-117, SPARTAN-II commando of United Nations Space Command, now active in UNSC special project division, Project Freelancer.' The Master Chief said.

* * *

><p><strong>AN This is my first Author Note. Rare, isn't it? But who cares! We now have the Chief! Yes! A new level of awesomeness has been reached by me so far! Ghostraider7565, signing off. Adios, and Merry Christmas to all amigos!**
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><p><strong>Chapter 4: Only Trespassing<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>SEPTEMBER 14 (EARTH TIME), UNSC SPECIAL-APPLICATION PARIS-CLASS FRIGATE MOTHER OF INVENTION_SECTOR FREELANCER PROJECT, 500 THOUSAND KLICKS FROM PLANET REACH, MILKY WAY<strong>

'So you're the chief?' Carolina asked, throwing a pillow at him. It hit the Chief of the head.

In order to 'save space', as the director had called it, the teams had to sleep in a room together in separate beds. This means that they needed to share the gun rack, the holotable, and most importantly, the bathroom. This caused major embarrassments to the ship except Wash and Maine, as people often find themselves exposing their private regions to the opposite sex accidentally when one of the team walked absent-mindedly into the bathroom.

Kansas scowled and glared at Carolina with a 'are you seriously kidding me?' look. Turning back at the holotable, he arranged Cortana's old files, so that he can send files to the director easier in the future. 'Yeah, it really is a new experience of this frigate. Considering you all act so normal against me.' He admitted, as he smirked at Cortana's 'File of awesomeness', as she had named it. It was filled with games and the chief's 'video files of the epic moments'.

'Do I have any privacy?' Cortana pouted, her hologram flickering pink as she did.

'Nope.' Kansas said and opened one of the video files. Carolina watched in interest as a video sprung from the holotable and displayed Kansas jumping off the Forerunner dreadnought from his point of view, clutching a piece of asteroid and towards Earth. Kansas winced at the sight and Cortana laughed.

'You got a knack of jumping, do you?' Carolina smirked, pointing to the image.

Kansas shook his head and sighed. 'People looked at me and praised me for what I have done. They looked at my rewards and my achievements, but they never did ever realize the sacrifices I have made. My fellow Spartan-IIs... They're all gone. We're separated ever since I left them at Earth. How I wanted to see them again. They were the only ones who haven't treated me like a superior or an alien. They were the only ones who treat me as a friend. Until you guys came along. Hood was right. I should be here a long time ago.' Kansas shook his head. 'And jumping from orbit is one of my worst achievements, if you even call that an achievement, Carolina.' He deadpanned. 'It hurt. It fucking hurt. My armor's emptied its biofoam contents onto my back to make me survive. I was aching all the way until I got some rest.' He finished with the arranging and threw the pillow back at Carolina, who widened her eyes in shock at the sudden throw and the pillow hit her face.

Kansas smirked. 'Payback's a bitch, Carolina. '

Carolina scowled and whacked Kansas in the back of his head.

'Freelancers, listen up.' York barked into the intercom. 'Lights out in five seconds. And South, for the millionth time, do NOT cut off Wash's dick. It is small enough already.'

The lights went off.

* * *

><p><strong>SEPTEMBER 15 (EARTH TIME), UNSC SPECIAL-APPLICATION PARIS-CLASS FRIGATE MOTHER OF INVENTION_SECTOR FREELANCER PROJECT, PLANET REACH, MILKY WAY<strong>

Next morning at 2:00 am, Kansas and Carolina was called towards the briefing room. Carolina had a wary look on her face because of late-night gang-up against Wash with South, Tex and Maine. Wash is not going to walk straight for weeks, surely. Kansas shook his head at his fellow freelancer's rather glum predicament. Perhaps if he is a little bit stronger, then he would have escaped.

'I'm tired already.' Carolina complained.

'Well, if you had just listened to me and went to bed instead of beating Wash up, you would have been just fine. I told you there will be a mission tomorrow.' Kansas snorted.

'Whatever.' Carolina rolled her eyes.

'Agents.' The director called, walking up behind them.

'Director.' Kansas and Carolina both snapped a salute, which the director returns.

'It is best if we talk in the private room. We need to make sure that nobody can listen to us.' The director stated, leading both towards his intended location.  
>Once they got there, the director put his glasses off. 'I'm sorry, agents; it seems that we are in a quite unpleasant situation.'<p>

'What is it, Director?' Carolina asked.

'It seems like our spy inside the insurrection was killed when he was attempting to listen furthermore to the details. Now all we know is that the insurrection is planning something big. Something big at their base in Loma.'

'Isn't that the new planet that the UNSC discovered?' Carolina asked.

'Affirmative, agent Carolina.' The director nodded, 'That is where you two come in. Your team will go to Loma in the new Slipspace- equipped Stingray Fighter to the bearings 29°16' north, 94°49' west. You will infiltrate their base and retrieve and record any information. We do not know what their planning is, and I do not like to be left in the dark.'

'Your flight will leave shortly in an hour. Kansas, you are allowed to take Omicron with you. Your flight will be ready in an hour. Get going.'

'Sir, yes sir.' Carolina and Kansas saluted.

Carolina walked out of the door. Kansas was about to follow her when the Director grabbed his arm. Kansas raised an eyebrow- the Director absolutely loathed body contact.

'What is it, Director?' Kansas asked curiously, turning around.

The director looked at the floor. 'Just… take care of my baby girl, will you? She makes rash decisions-that's why I am reluctant to send her on a stealth mission. As her teammate, I need you to stop her from doing that to get her killed. Please.' The director looked him in the eye with sadness.

Kansas looked at the name 'CAROLINA' in the leaderboard, and back at the Director.

'Affirmative, Sir. I will do anything to keep your daughter safe.' Kansas stated.

'Dismissed.' The director straightened up. Kansas gave a crisp salute and walked away.

The Director looked at Kansas' figure and sighed. He looked at the floor once more. 'Thank you.' He muttered.

An hour later, the two agents were gathered at the hanger bay. Like Carolina, he packed a UNSC datapad. He typed a quick message in the datapad to mess around and to test if it works. Carolina smirked at the Chief's message when a new notification came out.

'Seriously? "Do not puke in flight"? That's the best you can come up with?' Carolina asked, grinning as she read her teammate's message in the com.

Kansas shrugged. 'Whatever.'

'Hey, ladies and gentlemen, you ready?' Four Seven Niner asked behind them. She was equipped with a suitcase.

'What's with the equipment?' Kansas asked.

'I'm coming with you. Didn't you know?' Four Seven Niner asked with mock shock.

'Cut the bullshit, Samantha.' Carolina glared at the pilot. 'And since when did you know how to pilot the new Stingray fighter?'

'Since forever, Caroline.' The pilot smirked, but flinched at the Freelancer's hard glare. 'I mean, Carolina. The new ship's controls are the exact same as the Longsword.'

'Can you ladies cut the game short? Time is ticking, people!' Kansas lifted the two by the waist and carried them into the fighter jet. Once resettled on the ground, Carolina punched Kansas. Kansas dodged the strike, his stance cutting into her defenseless midsection. Before Carolina can blink, he Judo-flipped Carolina. Carolina's back hit the ground with a loud thud. Snarling, she slammed her hand to the ground and pushed herself towards Kansas, creating the starting movement to lift her up, thus using her momentum to kick Kansas with both legs. Kansas blocked the legs, and swept Carolina's hands off the floor with his feet. Carolina responded by twisting her body the instant Kansas's legs came into contact, hard enough for her to remain upright. She took out her combat knives while Kansas took out his hardlight blade, pointing the tips at each other, both actions done by self-defense instincts.

'Hey guys, chill.' Four Seven Niner said. 'I do not want your blood to stain my controls.'

'Don't judo flip me again.' Carolina said, not lowering her blade.

'How about...no.' Kansas said only to receive a hard glare.

'Okay, okay, I get it.' Kansas replied, 'Just joking, man.'

'So, with this settled, we can start our journey, right lovebirds?' Four Seven Niner asked.

'Whatever you say, captain.' Carolina said, putting her shotgun into the gun racks.

The Longsword powered up its engines, and shot across the magnetic-accelerated chute and departed the Mother of Invention at high speeds. The trio sat in silence as the Longsword transitioned into Slipspace. After for what seems like a minute, the pilot spoke up.

'It's gonna be a long ride, people. Maybe 3 hours.' Four Seven Niner said.

'I'll take first watch over the ship. You need some sleep.' Kansas offered.

'Why you?' Carolina asked, before realizing how stupid that question was. She's sleepy- he wasn't.

'Whatever you say... Night anyways, Team leader.' Kansas smirked.

'Damn y-' Carolina answered before she dropped into the realm of unconsciousness.

* * *

><p>Carolina snapped her eyes open when the ship lurched and she cannot help but feel a little woozy. 'Sit rep!' She barked.<p>

'Well, Carolina, we had just exited Slipspace, thank you very much. You did the best job at sleeping while I need to pinpoint the Slipspace distortion zones for our pilot.' Kansas said.

'Yeah. No contribution whatsoever.' Four Seven Niner agreed. 'Also, get your jetpack back on. We're entering a hot zone.

'Fuck you both. Shut up.' She groaned, activating her armor interface. Then realization hit her. Hard. Like a slap in the face.

'I can't hear the end of this, can I?' She asked timidly, her armour bits floating around her body as she spoke, the jetpack combining with the back of her armor.

'You can't.' Four Seven Niner said. 'Once I tell all the others...'

'You wouldn't.' Carolina snarled, her armour clicking into place as she narrowed her eyes at the cheeky pilot.

'I will.' Four Seven Niner smirked.

'I did.' Kansas interrupted.

'_WHAT_?!' Carolina yelled, burying her visor into her hands. 'I'm literally _screwed_ if South found out...'

Suddenly, a Slipspace rupture opened up next to them. A Marathon-class cruiser, Kronos, sparkled with electricity as it tore itself a pathway back to reality. It was followed by three other smaller frigates. Once fully emerged, it started launching fighters and they dove straight at the lone freelancer fighter.

'This is Captain Trent of the INSS Kronos. To fucking freelancers, stand down and prepare to be boarded. Do not do anything stupid or we'll light you up. Copy?' A female voice barked in the com channel.

'Well, we're fucked.' Four Seven Niner said glumly.

'Carolina, may I take command of this situation?' Kansas asked abruptly in the Freelancer com system.

'Okay… But I cannot see how we can get out of this.' Carolina shook her head glumly. 'They have a ship and THREE fucking MAC cannons, while we have this fighter with a used Slipspace jump module.'

'Do not lose hope, Carolina. Do not forget, this is a Stingray, and not a Longsword. We have something they did not expect. We can get out of this.' Kansas said determinedly. 'Give me the wheel. Niner, you're in charge of guns. Hang tight.'

Four Seven Niner unwillingly let Kansas take over the fighter, and he returned the broadcast.

'This is Agent Kansas from the UNSC Mother of Invention. I ask for your bridge crew to measure your dicks before shoving them up each other's asses. Kansas over and out.' Kansas said.

The com channel was silent for a moment. Then Trent's laughter was heard in the com.

'You are making a grave mistake.' Trent snarled. 'You'll die ever so painfully. Trent out.' The speaker buzzed static.

'Are you out of your damn mind? We're gonna fucking DIE!' Carolina yelled. 'And you've just-'

'I promised that I will us out of here, and I will. So shut up and let me work.' Kansas snapped. He inserted Omicron (Cortana) into the fighter's interface. 'We're gonna take their ship.'

'How?' Carolina asked, stocking up her weapons.

Without warning, Kansas accelerated at full speed towards the army of fighters. Four Seven Niner opened fire experimentally at the nearest incoming Longsword. The fighter was instantly peppered with rounds before it exploded into smithereens. 'Well, they blow up easily. That's one advantage we had.' He quipped cheerfully, banking hard to the right as ten missiles flew at right where they were a few seconds ago. Having just completed a quick 180 degree downward displacement roll, Kansas pushed the engines to maximum, accelerating away from the ships. The whole legion of fighters zoomed right towards them.  
>'Shit shit shit shit shit.' Kansas murmured, pushing a few buttons in the dashboard. 'Four Seven Niner, fire all missiles on my mark. Sync?'<p>

'Sync.'

Then he killed the engines.

Kansas flicked a switch on the dashboard and pulled hard on the lever. The Stingray's frontal and underside mini thrusters fired, making the Longsword to pull back suddenly. The armada of fighters zoomed past them, the missiles and all the machine gun fire. Kansas pulled the engines back to full again, switching off the frontal thrusters.

The tables have turned. The Freelancers were now right at their tail.

'Let the games begin!' Omicron muttered. 'Good job, Kansas.'

'Guns, fire at will.' Kansas ordered.

'Firing all weapons. Missile launched.' Four Seven Niner said gleefully. 'Die, you fuckers. Die like the cowards you are.'

Dozens after dozens of missiles streaked towards the enemy fighters, blowing them up into smithereens. The fighters blew up; leaving a storm of hellfire that blossomed across the emptiness of space. The fighter squadrons were obliterated instantly.

'Omicron, locate the hanger bay on my HUD.' Kansas ordered.

'Done.' Omicron's hologram stood defiantly, crossing her arms. 'And now you want me to activate the stealth module, if you are thinking what I am thinking.'

'Exactly.' Kansas confirmed.

'Also done' Omicron said.

'They do not have shields. Niner, take the wheel. You are a better pilot than I am. Go in and shoot everything on my mark.'

'Alright, Kansas.' The pilot nodded, walking towards the wheel, keeping the stoic expression on her face, but utterly failed to hide the relief that was covered on her face the moment Kansas took the wheel.

'Entering AA cannons firing range.' Omicron said. 'Approach silently.'

The fighter's cloak worked superbly, discarding the Anti-ship AA batteries as they shot towards the hanger bay.

'Steady now…..' Four Seven Niner muttered. 'Nail it…..'

The Stingray bypassed the last of the defense AA guns and entered the interior of the hanger without a scratch. The freelancer's fighter was hovering just above the docked Pelicans.

'I am now warming up the AA guns on the sides. This will give you just the assistance you need for what you are going to do, right, Niner?' Omicron asked slyly, her hands crossed again.

'Kansas, Carolina, would you be so kind to man the guns?' Niner beamed, her smile really shining now.

'We thought you'll never ask.' Carolina smirked.

The Stingray fighter decloaked itself, before its two main guns and the two AA guns on the side unleashed a hailstorm of 22.7mm bullets, ripping apart the hanger bay. Soldiers screamed and attempted to dive for cover, before realizing that everything has been shredded. The bullets penetrated everything- armor, helmets, ships, and lastly, heads. The hanger bay was literally decorated with bullet holes, destroyed vehicles, and dead bodies.

'No more hostiles detected. We're in the clear.' Omicron informed the freelancers.

'Let's go people. We're abandoning ship.' Kansas ordered. He opened the bay doors and jumped off the fighter. Four Seven Niner set the jet to autopilot and made it hover above the destroyed hanger bay, before leaping onto Carolina's back as the Freelancer jumped down.

'New objective.' Kansas ordered, his hands hovering above the controls to open the doors towards the inner part of the ship. 'We'll split into two teams. Carolina and Four Seven Niner, take Omicron. Reach the bridge, kill the bridge crew, and insert Omicron into the system, and set destination towards Jericho VII.' He reached to his back of his head and handed Omicron's chip to her.

'Got it.' Carolina nodded, taking Omicron and inserting her into Carolina's amour. 'But what will you do?'

'I will be infiltrating the engine room and keeping the ship's most vital part safe. I will keep the hordes of insurrection off, I assure you. Now go, we're headed different directions.' Kansas opened two doors, leading to their respective destinations. 'Your route is the one to your left. Go. NOW. We got three minutes until the motherfuckers at the bridge realize where we are.' Kansas ordered.

* * *

><p>Carolina wasted no time dashing towards down the alleyway, with the pilot behind her. Both females are desperate to get to their destination as fast as possible. They know that it will not be long before the insurrection swarmed around them.<p>

'Niner, when I tell you to stay, you stay. When I tell you to run, you run, even if you see that I am not holding my own against the insurrection. Obey each and every command I say. Got it? We need to get that intel.' Carolina said while sprinting.

'Although I do not like any part of it, but you're right. But you are wrong about one thing, Carol.' Four Seven Niner said, plunking a sniper rifle from the weapon barracks on the wall.

'What is that, Samantha?' Carolina asked, not bothering to snap at her for using her first name.

'We are going to get out of this shit together.' Four Seven Niner stated, with all seriousness, loading up her sniper while turning right towards yet another path, with Carolina in the lead.

Just when the pilot finished her sentence, the sound of sniper firing resonated from the platform above, only sixty yards from them. A bullet whizzed by Carolina's head. Carolina ducked back towards the corridor she was just in, and chuckled at the pilot's previous statement. 'I find that highly unlikely that I will survive.' Carolina confessed. 'I'll try my best, though. Stay here for a sec. When I give the order, we'll sprint through this shit.'

Carolina peeked at the platform above them, and found out that the snipers were reloading. Carolina stooped low and rolled as bullets soared overhead, and dove towards the first solider she saw in the ground floor.

The solider did not even know what hit him when Carolina barraged into him at full speed, before grabbing the solider by the chest plate, Carolina used the solider as a human shield, running straight towards the side walls at top speed as the bullets impacted against the flesh of her new meat shield. The Freelancer reached her destination and yanked against the wall hard, and propelled herself into the air above the balcony. She gripped her gravity hammer tightly and as she fell down again towards the ground, the gravity hammer rippled against the metal of the platform above, and the whole structure toppled to the ground, bringing the snipers with her.  
>'Now!' Carolina commanded, and the freelancers leaped out from their hiding places and sprinted towards the end of the corridor, where their destination was. Carolina provided suppressing fire with her dual plasma rifles, while Niner fished in finishing shots to the Insurrectionists' heads.<p>

Just as they were about to reach the destination, three Insurrection elites/reds jumped the freelancers, each wielded with a hardlight sword, and slashed at Carolina and the pilot. Carolina instantly backtracked from the one attacking her, and spun-kick the attacker, causing the attacker to slam into another's body. While they were in this mess, Carolina spotted Niner holding the wrist of one Red, keeping the blade's sharp edges away from her armour. Carolina leaped towards the pilot's rescue, snapping a side kick at the attacker's head. The attacker slammed into the wall, and fainted.

Carolina turned around and saw the two she smashed together was getting back up. Four Seven Niner saw this and fired two shots from her super charged sniper rifle at the Insurrectionists in the head, killing them instantly.

'I'll scout ahead. Remember, only CQC allowed. Minimum damage to the controls.' Carolina said when they approached the bridge doors. She opened them up, and found the bridge crew fully armed, their weapons trained on the lone freelancer.

'FIRE!' The captain shouted, and bullets flew towards the two freelancers.

'Fucking hell.' Carolina muttered, and activated her speed unit. Everything went into slow-mo, and her instincts heightened up. Carolina dove towards the nearby bridge officer, and kicked him in the gut. The officer flew back towards another bridge crew, and the two fainted. Carolina quickly advanced towards the Gunnery officer, and using her knife, stabbed the poor bastard multiple times in the head.

Carolina, energised by her combo, turned to face the captain, when she heard the click of a pistol and a voice that she thought she will never hear again in her life.  
>'Hello, Carolina. I feel so honoured to be graced by your presence. Remember me?' A soothing yet deadly female voice ringed behind her.<p>

Carolina turned on her com channel the way, sending everything C.T. said to her teammates.

'C.T. Yeah, I remember. I also thought I cannot hear your bitch voice again. Texas killed you. I was ever so grateful.' Carolina growled.

'Apparently, I didn't. So shut up, bitch.' C.T. Smirked. 'Now, turn around slowly. I got a sniper rifle trained on your head, distance of 0.5 cm. Discard your weapons and knives.'

'Fuck you.' Carolina shouted, but did what she was told. C. T. smirked and put Carolina in a headlock, her sniper rifle pointing straight at the freelancer's head. 'Now, tell the pilot to go out of her hiding spot or I'll put a bullet between your eyes.' She ordered.

'Hey, Echo 479.' Carolina said, gritting her teeth. 'Come out.'

'Don't, Niner.' A voice barked into the freelancer com. 'I got this. Let me take your place.' Carolina narrowed her eyes. Then widened them in realisation as a familiar blue-striped freelancer stepped out of the shadows.

And in front of the bridge doors, stood Kansas.

* * *

><p>'Well, isn't it the mighty newbie I heard in the intercom. Aren't so tough now, huh?' C.T. smirked, thinking this newbie was a lot more weaker than she'd thought. 'Now, you're going to have to make a choice. Either you hand over the real fighter pilot or I'll kill her.'<p>

'How about this.' Kansas said, raising his dual daggers. 'I'll let you choose. Either you release Carolina, or I'll stab you in the face multiple times until you're dead.'

CT laughed. 'Is that even a suggestion? Carolina will die- after you.' C.T. quickly altered the destination from the back of Carolina's to straight at Kansas, and fired.

To anyone else, it will be an instant kill. But after over twenty years of combat experience, Kansas was expecting this to happen. To CT's shock, Kansas had chucked a dagger at the barrel of her sniper rifle with deadly accuracy the moment she altered the aim of the sniper. The bullet never got a chance to exit the barrel, as at the moment she fired, the dagger was already stuck inside the barrel to the hilt. The force of the throw was so great, that CT was forced to release her grip on Carolina and stumble back a few meters.

C.T. straightened herself, and found out that Kansas' weapons were discarded on the floor, and his hands waving at her, _taunting_ her to come at him. C.T.'s mind was instantly filled with rage- how dare he mock her!

'So, you wanna play this game huh?' C.T. snarled, raising her arms to a ready position. 'You have no idea what I am capable of.' With that, C.T. created a hologram, and charged at Kansas in two different directions. Kansas didn't even look startled- his legs shifted a bit, and using an old Chinese Martial arts- Wing Chun- his hands slapped away the real C.T.'s right hook, and C.T. was elbowed in the faceplate half a second later. C.T. was shocked, but she kept on fighting for her life against this new formidable foe. C.T. kept creating holograms to distract Kansas, but he seemed unfazed- he seemed to know which is the real her every time his palms hit her. Each and every strike she unleashed at Kansas was easily redirected by a simple slap to her inner arm or a shift of his stance. What amazed C.T. is that, the newbie's moves and slaps and redirecting was so precise, she found out she was losing ground bit by bit, starting from her stance to her composure, even though he hadn't really began to attack her.

* * *

><p>One who practices the art of <em>Wing Chun <em>should be like a piece of bamboo- firm but flexible, rooted but yielding. This structure is used to either deflect external forces or redirect them. Kansas came to realize that the more you fight, the old chinese teachings that Deja taught him when he was young became very much true, especially the one sentence in the _Art of War_ by Sun Tzu, 'All warfare is based on deception'. The Flood, the Diadict, the Covenant, used deception so much that he was kind of immune to it- always expecting the enemy to attack from all directions. Fighting the ex-freelancer, is no exception. That is why he chose to use Wing Chun to deal with her. As they say, 'A good defense is a good offence.' Seeing C.T. charging towards him again, Kansas swooped low with his feet, entering the third stage of _Wing Chun,_ named _Biu Jee._ He slapped both of her hands away from the 'centreline' (As Mendez said) and punched her straight in the face. Seeing this opportunity, Kansas shifted his legs until he was shoulder-to shoulder with her, and the fist fight finally ended with a kick to the back of her knee. C.T.'s leg bones dislocated instantly, and C.T. crumpled to the ground, screaming in pain.

* * *

><p>Carolina was only recovering from the chokehold when she saw Kansas running towards the injured C.T.. Carolina gasped at the damage her teammate caused- C.T.'s armour was totally wrecked, with dents all over the place.<p>

'How…..' C.T. muttered, lifting herself up on one knee, before being kicked once again in the stomach. C.T. flew into the air, before landing with a thud on the rails. Kansas walked over to C.T., his combat knife ready for the kill, before Carolina shouted, 'NO!'

'Why can't I kill her?' Kansas asked, tilting his head.

'She's once a fellow freelancer. Let her be. We'll hitch her back to the _Invention_.' Carolina said.

'We took control of their ship _Kronos_. What says that she couldn't get free again? We will lose everything.' Kansas stated, gesturing for Niner to come in and take them back to the Invention.

'She is a fellow-'

'_Was _a freelancer_.' _Kansas snapped. 'She _is _the enemy. We're in a godforsaken _war. _If we do not kill them, they will kill us. It's a fact stated by Sun Tzu: "One who wishes to fight must first count the cost." We won, she lost, and she dies. That's the cost. She is even one of the fucking _commanders_. While you spare her today, she will not spare you tomorrow. Mercy is of no importance in a war.' Kansas quickly slit her throat, ending her life instantly. 'At least I gave her a swift death. That's good enough for former allies.'

Carolina was speechless for once- indeed; Kansas's words of experience make so much sense. Carolina quickly spaced out, deep in thought. Kansas turned away from the awestruck Carolina, and faced Cortana at the controls.

'Cortana, is there any hostiles left in this ship?'

'Loads.' Cortana stated grimly. Then she smiled. 'However, I _did _manage to get a lockdown on all of their doors, and none of them is with a plasma cutter to cut through them.'

'Niner, you're on navigation. Set slipspace jump for a random location per Cole Protocol and then go to Reach, where the Mother of Invention is. I'll take care of the com channels here. Cortana, call command now. Alert the Director we're coming.'

'Nice.' Niner whistled, and tapped some commands on the keyboard. 'Opening Slipspace rupture towards a random location now. We're going back to base.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN Sorry for the long wait, guys. I'm not dead yet, don't worry. I have exams going on, and I have only finished revising for what, like about 5 minutes ago? **

**I'm very happy for the reviews you gave me, you guys are so kind. **

**And to whoever that stated 'The Master Chief should not be that carefree', thank you for the suggestion, but if I didn't make him more talkative, I cannot see anyway of him coping with the Freelancers. Also, the aim of putting him into the project is to make him more 'care-free'. Don't worry, I will not destroy his personality completely, I just opened him up a bit. Thanks for the suggestion, bro. I owe you one.  
><strong>

**And thanks for the guy 'YOLO DUDE' who said I was awesome. I am, in fact, very awesome! (jk) **
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><p><strong>SEPTEMBER 17 (EARTH TIME), UNSC SPECIAL-APPLICATION PARIS-CLASS FRIGATE MOTHER OF INVENTION_SECTOR FREELANCER PROJECT, PLANET REACH, MILKY WAY<strong>

'How did they hijack an entire _cruiser_?!' York exclaimed. All the solders with them were all astounded.

Texas did not say anything as she took the wheel of the Pelican dropship, flying a team of solders towards the stationary _Kronos_. _That bitch! She would get the first place now!_ Texas fumed silently.

She could only imagine what was happening at the _Invention_...

* * *

><p>'Well done, Kansas and Carolina.' The director said. 'You have done a good job.' He shifted his glasses and turned towards the piles and piles of data by the desk. 'You have retrieved vital information that is unknown to us, even for the UNSC. I should thank you for that.' The Director said. 'Carolina, you have led your squad well.'<p>

'Actually... Kansas took command of the entire operation.' Carolina said timidly, hoping the Director wouldn't mind.

'Whatever.' The director shrugged. 'I only care about the results of the mission , which is a success plus and extra.' The director gestured to a certain cruiser displayed on the window. He turned from the piles of data and faced the freelancers.

'Carolina, Kansas, it's time to update the leaderboard.' Kansas's name shifted into second place, and Carolina slapped the said freelancer in the back. 'Congrats, Kansas.' She smiled, extending her hand. Kansas looked a little taken aback before accepting the friendly gesture.

'Not just him, Carolina.' The director said, beaming, proud that his little girl had finally surpassed his expectations.

Carolina's name flashed gold, before shifting itself to the number one position, pushing Texas to second, and Kansas to third. Carolina look at the leaderboard in shock, but smirked when she saw that she had left Texas in the dust with three hundred and twenty-five thousand points to catch up , she knew that her arch-rival isn't taking Carolina's rightful spot anytime soon.

'Congrats to you both, Carolina and Kansas. A job well done indeed. Your team, Alpha, is also officially first place in the team leaderboard.' The director stated. Kansas just nodded his head once while Carolina looked too gleeful to say anything else.

'Repair bots are fixing the _Kronos_ right now. It will now be the escort of the Mother of Invention. Right now, Delta team is clearing up the last of the hostiles in the ship that you have missed out. With the repairs done, I will send the _Kronos_ back to HIGHCOM.'

'Actually, I have an idea, if you don't mind.' Cortana's hologram flickered next to Kansas's helmet.

'Speak.' The director inquired.

'Well, we all know that your main worry is the Insurrection. So, why don't you install the insignia of the Kronos in the Mother of Invention, so that you know their position? Also, why don't you try and interact with their external hardlight shielding system? It can be used to prevent a certain amount of velocity in various small areas, covering the whole ship with small hexagonal pieces. One piece can withstand 2 archer missiles, last time I checked.'

'That is an excellent suggestion, Omicron.' The director nodded. 'It's about time the Invention got a refit. Very well. We'll dock at Anchor 9 later on. Right now...' The director turned towards Cortana's hologram, her hands on her hips as he spoke.

'You need me to demonstrate my abilities. I get it.' Cortana sighed, throwing her 'hands' up in the air, exasperated.

'That's the spirit!' Alpha said sarcastically.

'To what extent do you want me to demonstrate?' Cortana asked, punching Alpha's hologram in the gut. Alpha let out an 'ommph' and gasped, muttering something ab out 'AI abuse' and 'mean women'.

'Well, for starters,_ DO NOT HACK THE SHIP_.' The director deadpanned, shooting Cortana a stern look.

'Aw... Not even a_ leetle beet_?' Cortana moaned. The director's gaze intensified. Cortana gave the director her best puppy dog eyes.

'That won't work on me, Omicron. You know that. And that's a no.' The director s napped.

'Fine.' Cortana huffed.

'Secondly, limit your actions to ONLY help Kansas to use his armor abilities.'

'WHAT?!' Cortana's hologram collapsed on to Kansas's shoulder. Kansas slapped his helmet.

'Ouch!' Cortana yelped. The she glared at Kansas. 'You never let me to have any fun.' She complained.

'Orders are orders, Omicron.' Kansas said sternly.

Cortana pouted and turned her head away, not speaking to him.

The Director silently let out a sigh of relief.

'Kansas, meet up at the arena in half an hour. Take your weapon of choice.' The director ordered.

'Yes sir.' Kansas saluted.

'Dismissed.' The director turned from the table and walked back to the bridge.

* * *

><p>'Be careful, Kansas.' Carolina warned.' The challenges can be very deadly. And considering the director knows you're hyper-lethal, he will make it hyper-deadly for you.'<p>

'I'll just have to deal with it then. Orders are orders.' Kansas shrugged, plucking four throwing knives to his belt.

'Don't get killed, okay? I don't want to lose my teammate right after he helped me pull off an impossible escape.' Carolina said worriedly.

'I'll try. But no promises, Carolina.' Kansas holstered his SMGs and inserted a clip into his MA5C. 'I'll take my chances.'

'_Agent Carolina, please leave the arena now, the test will be starting in a few seconds_.' F.I.L.S.S. said.

'Good luck, Kansas.' Carolina gave him a quick friendly pat on the back, before leaving the arena.

Kansas narrowed his eyes as turrets, armored vehicles, hell, even tanks, emerged from the hidden platforms on the floor the instant Carolina left. He eyed the equipment warily.

'They are set to manual.' Omicron muttered.

'What?' Kansas asked his companion.

'I mean, they aren't AI controlled. They need someone to pilot them. They aren't threats yet- they are neutral for the time being.' Cortana explained. 'Maybe they are for our disposal?'

'Highly unlikely.'

'Well, dreaming big is one of my good points.'

Kansas ignored her.

'_Kansas, your objective is simple.'_ The Director interrupted from the com channel. _'Eliminate all the eats. Survive until the end. Releasing Insurrection captives in five. You may be gin ten seconds after they step into the arena.'_

'Oh... They are for the tangos.' Cortana muttered. 'Bother.'

_What?_ Kansas grimaced. He hadn't expected the director to release the captives from the _Kronos_ to fight him. Live targets are much more dangerous than automatic ones, as they know how to react and think. They are also cleverer. Kansas frowned as his enemies marched in to the arena, waiting for further orders from the director.

'What's your plan then, Kansas?' Cortana inquired, already indicating the weak points of the equipment in front of them. 'There is a lot to deal with, you know.'

'I'm gonna finish counting to ten.' Kansas stated.

Cortana sighed in exasperation. 'You're hopeless.'

_Eight._

The enemies took point.

_Nine._

The snipers aimed at his head. The scorpion cannons turned to him.

_Ten._

Once the second alarm blared, Kansas activated his hardlight shield. True to his expectations, loads of sniper rounds and scorpion rounds impacted his shield in front of him. The shield flared red and dissipated after taking the full brunt of impact, but before the captured Insurrectionists could fire another salvo, Kansas was already on the move.

Kansas activated his thruster pack and flew towards his primary threat- the scorpions. The gunners in the scorpions was quickly dispatched by a few quick short bursts from his MA5C. Kansas threw a multicharged- flashbang and stunned the snipers above, rendering them out for the time being.

'Stop the pack! **Now!**' Cortana yelled.

Kansas slammed his boot into the ground, halting his momentum almost instantly- and two scorpion shells flew above his head. Kansas glared at the scorpions from under the sniper's bridge, waiting for their first move.

One scorpion wasn't patient and tried to run Kansas over. Kansas leaped into the scorpion, took out his sword and chopped the barrel right off its hinges. The driver got out of the tank, trying to get the freelancer with his handgun, but failed as Kansas had anticipated this, who slammed the chopped barrel straight at the Insurrectionist.

'Jump!' Cortana yelled.

Kansas did as told, and luckily he did it in time too, as the pilot of the second Scorpion didn't gave a single fuck about his teammates and fired straight at the scorpion that Kansas was standing on. Kansas rolled his eyes and landed right onto the second tank, and stabbed his blade straight through the hatch. Kansas pulled his blade out filled with blood.

A sniper shot ricocheted off the hood of the tank. Kansas turned around and found out that the effects of the flashbang had worn off. Kansas dived for cover behind the scorpion.

'What should we do?' Cortana asked, 'Run towards them?'

A sniper shot rang at the spot near his head.

'There goes that idea.' Cortana grumbled. 'Contact: RPG incoming in 5.' She said.

Kansas's eyes widened as he activated his thruster pack, and ran away from the unmanned scorpion. Sniper and machine gun fire ricocheted off the floor behind him. When the tank exploded, Kansas altered direction almost immediately. Using the jump boost installed in his armor, with the assist of the still-activated thruster pack, Kansas leaped onto one end of the sniper's bridge.

The Insurrectionists did not even know what hit them when Kansas mowed through the bridge with his duel SMGs. Frightened sniper shots came way wide. The four more experienced red-armor soldiers stood at the back and fired at him with a more precise aim, but all was evaded by a precise burst from his Cortana -controlled thruster pack or blocked by one of the flying dead bodies of his fellow Insurrectionists.

When Kansas finally reached the more experienced red-armor soldiers, he unsheathed his sword and did what he came into the bridge for- destroying the snipers. In four precise chops, the snipers the Insurrectionists were holding were destroyed before they can do anything. An Insurrectionist scowled and kicked him in the stomach. Kansas skidded backwards and held his sword in a defensive stance. Immediately, the four of them pulled out a melee weapon and motioned for Kansas to make his first move.

Kansas is not daft. He knew that with the end of the bridge surrounded by them, the fight would go against him, as he would be surrounded. But, considering the middle of the bridge has less width than the end of the bridge, the fight would turn into a one on one fight instead. So Kansas drove them out of their spot.

'GRENADE!' One of them shouted. All of the mentioned people ran towards the bridge, just as the grenade exploded. As t hey ran, Kansas charged towards them, catching them off guard. Kansas shifted to the side and shoved one of them off the bridge, and kicked another one in the head, making him dazed and also falling off the bridge. The third one halted. Kansas regained his composure, and waited for the solider to make a move.

The solider raised his palms , and approached him cautiously. When the Insurrectionist's right fist came towards his left chin, Kansas' left hand shot up and gently pushed the attacker's fist away from his face. Almost instantaneously, Kansas's right hook impacted the Insurrectionist's faceplate with so much force that the whole helmet cracked. Kansas threw a few more punches at the Insurrectionist's head before finishing the job by snapping a side - kick to his torso , sending the insurrectionist reeling an d falling down to the floor below.

The remaining elite insurrectionist huffed and unsheathed his energy sword, and walked slowly towards Kansas. Suddenly, he lunged at the freelancer, and brought his weapon into a deadly downwards arc. Kansas pulled out his own hardlight sword and parried the attacking blade in crackling blue electricity. Kansas pushed his sword upwards and kicked the open torso of the attacker, forcing him to stumble backwards, buying the experienced freelancer time to lunge and stab the attacker. The insurectionist instantly died, and slumped onto the floor with a heap.

'That's the last of them.' Cortana said, using Kansas' external speakers. 'We're done, right?'

Kansas looked up at the Director, awaiting further orders. He seems to be talking to the other bridge crew. Then he looked at Kansas, thinking about something.

'Quite a good show, Omicron.' The Director said. 'But that was expected. Have some rest, Kansas. Dismissed.'

'Yes Sir.' Kansas saluted, and left the arena.

* * *

><p>'Did you see that? The newbie's all over them!' Wash jumped around excitedly. 'It was so cool!' He sighed, eating his apple. The freelancers were assembled at t he mess hall, eating their meals.<p>

'Dude, you're munching on an apple.' North said.

'Yeah.' Wash said.

'Inside your helmet. Again.'

'What is the problem with that?' Wash asked nonchalantly.

'The fact that you seems like to reach into your own skull maybe?' Carolina asked, 'Or because that you cannot eat like a normal person.' She put her helmet onto the table and sat down onto the table, putting her food tray onto it.

'Hey, Carolina.' Wyoming said. 'What do you think of Kansas now? He's proven himself quite thoroughly in here.'

'"Quite thoroughly" is not enough in my opinion.' Carolina pointed out. 'He saved my ass multiple times.'

'How in the world of fucks do three and a half men capture a big cruiser like this anyway?!' South exclaimed from behind, putting her tray down onto their table, sitting next to Carolina.

Everyone looked at her. South glared back at everyone as she put down her tray.

'What? I want to know, okay?!' South retorted, slightly offended.

'Erm,' Carolina scratched her head, looking sheepish. 'It's a long story…'

* * *

><p>'Kansas, you need to-'<p>

'Nope. Not happening.'

'You should tell them your perspective of the story!' Cortana exclaimed, her arm s crossing beside him. 'C'mon, it would be fun!'

Kansas watched from the when Carolina tells the story. There she was, hanging out with the others, happily chatting with the others. It carved a sore spot straight at him. _His_ family is still nowhere to be seen. He hasn't seen them since Reach, while Carolina still has her teammates alive and happily chatting with them. He suddenly felt a bit jealous.

_This should have been me. _

'She's handling it just fine.' Kansas said, putting down his tray to the rack nearby. 'I'm going to the training ground.'

'Hey, look here, Kansas.' Cortana reasoned, but Kansas was already going away from the canteen, back turned against the freelancers. The doors closed with a hiss.

* * *

><p>'Hey.' North nudged Carolina. 'Look.' He pointed at the leaving Kansas.<p>

Carolina looked at the leaving figure of Kansas. She couldn't help but worry about him. From the day he goes into this program till now he avoided speaking with others unless absolutely necessary. (Well, except for the first day, that is . It's normal though. South gets on anyone's nerves.)

'What do you think of him, Carolina?' North asked, eyeing her weirdly. 'You talk very fond of him.'

'It's nothing. Don't get it wrong.' Carolina said. 'It's just… there is something off with him. Like something missing inside. His only aim is to do his missions, and after that, it was like nothing ever mattered to him.'

'Well, it isn't uncommon that we get solider boys around here.' Wash said. 'Look at Florida as an example.'

'No, at least Florida opts to talk to us at times.' South said. 'She's right, he isn't normal. And that is very unnerving.'

'I do not know, South.' Carolina said, looking at her dinner at her table. The mashed potatoes with cheese have long since gone cold and not appealing anymore. ' And that is what worries me.'

* * *

><p>'Again!' An angry female voice shouted on the training pitch.<p>

_'Probability of over-stressing has increased by 10%, Agent Texas.'_ F.I.L.S.S. warned. _'I strongly advice you not to continue.' _

'I don't care! Again!' Texas ordered.

_'Stimulation loading. Round 32.' _

York sat on a seat in the spectator stand and looked at her from above. He sighed. His teammate was training again. He just sat there and watched as the former No.1 became a furry of blurs that hit the target dummies with astounding speed, accuracy, and grace. The dummies shattered like ice into a million virtual pieces.  
>Loosing first place is hard. Especially to your rival. York knew that. He just don't get why it matters. It wasn't as if being the top of the leaderboard was a requirement everyone needs to achieve.<p>

'Round complete. Point Texas.' F.I.L.S.S. announced.

'Again.'

_'Agent Texas, yo-' _

'Again, _F.I.L.S.S._' Texas said annoyed, glaring at the leaderboard. Carolina's name flashed brightly above her's. She turned her eyes upon Kansas', the newbie, who was just 689 points behind her. Her eyes narrowed.

_'I see. Stimulation loading. Round 33.' _

York shook his head as Texas punched and kicked again. _I'll never understand women._ He thought. _Their stubbornness was beyond normal male understanding._

'If I were you, I would advise her to rest.' A voice said behind him.

York turned around and saw the person he least expected to see. Kansas sat down next to him.

'Yeah. I should do that.' York admitted. 'I just do not get it.'

'Get what?' Cortana appeared next to him.

'Why the first place matters to them so much.' York said.

'I do not know.' Cortana said. 'Perhaps it is because of the "fame" that comes with it maybe?'

'But that is the problem, isn't it, Omicron.' York said. 'The leaderboard is supposed to be a form of motivation, not as a form of requirement.'

Cortana was too busy making funny faces at Delta to answer. Delta responded to this by pointing his pistol at her.

'It never mattered to me. Not one bit.' Kansas said. 'We were always deployed as a team. As long as you get a will to fight, where you end on the board is irrelevant.' Kansas looked at Texas, who was still whacking away at the solid holograms. 'She needs to rest. You should tell her that.' Kansas finished, standing up and started walking towards the door.

As he was about to leave, York said behind him. 'You really changed her. Carolina, I mean. She is much more cheerful now. And more open. The No.1 spot matters to her a big deal in the past. Now it doesn't seem to bother her.'

'Well, she is No. 1 right now. That helps.' Cortana pointed out.

'I was talking about the time when Texas still leads the board after your first freelancer mission.'

Kansas raised his eyebrows.

'Interesting.' Kansas said.

'Ironic.' Cortana mumbled inside his helmet at the same time.

York eyed him weirdly.

'You seem to be hiding something. What did you tell her?' York questioned.

Kansas thought of this question for a moment.

'Nothing at all.' He concluded.

With that, he walked out of the room.

* * *

><p><strong>AN HEY GUYS! THE INFAMOUS PIG IS BACK! **

**Sorry for the long wait, everyone! I had exams. And now they are out of the way, the stories will come again shortly. **

**I'll try to update faster, but as I have told you before, English is not my main language, so it will take some time. Please be patient. **

**So this is somewhat a filler with some minor action going on. It is just to kick-start my brain to get things rolling. And when they see those things, and me, rolling, they will be hatin'.**

**If you have any ideas considering this story that you want me to add, feel free to PM me and give me ideas! I am completely open to it, and I will find a way to somehow stuff your brilliant ideas into this story! (Lovey-dovey stuff would be hard for me though... I got 0 talent on writing those.. :D) **

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter, and remember to drop a review and follow the story or me, and if you have, remember to check out the other story _Percy Jackson: Chaos Rising_, and I will see you guys soon! **

* * *

><p><strong>Infamous Pig, Over and Out. <strong>


End file.
